242                  LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

I hardly go out; yet desired to see my mas-
ters, who are in good health. This visit
gave me the advantage of seeing at their
best the new fashions, which I do not ad-
mire. This is a sign of old age. I cannot
bear the new styles of hair-dress. There is
not one woman who dresses her hair for her
face; all take the style of wigged heads.
One of my friends introduced me to his wife,
who is young and pretty. She had a foot of
rouge, painted eyelashes, and was powdered.
This horrified me. Have you read About *s
book ? It is at your service. I do not know
if it is successful. Perhaps the clericals
were sensible enough not to excommunicate
it, which is the surest means of selling a
book. I promise myself never to go to the
academy again, except to collect my wages,
eighty-three francs, thirty-three centimes
every month. I am absorbed by a history
of Peter the Great. He was an abominable
man, surrounded by abominable scoundrels.
That amuses me.nd of this month,
proaches to Socrates. The man who proves
